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THE walls of his new house were carried up nearly to
their full height. By a curious though not infrequent
reaction, Barneys feelings about that unnecessary
structure had undergone a change; he took consider-
able interest in its progress as a long - neglected
thing, his wife before her departure having grown
quite weary of it as a hobby. Moreover, it was an
excellent distraction for a man in the unhappy position
of having to live in a provincial town with nothing to
do. He was probably the first of his line who had
ever passed a day without toil, and perhaps something
like an inherited instinct disqualifies such men for a
life of pleasant inaction, such as lies in the power of
those whose leisure is not a personal accident, but a
vast historical accretion which has become part of
their natures.

Thus Barnet got into a way of spending many of
his leisure hours on the site of the new building, and
he might have been seen on most days at this time
trying the temper of the mortar by punching the joints
with his stick, looking at the grain of a floor-board,
and meditating where it grew, or picturing under what
circumstances the last fire would be kindled in the
at present sootless chimneys. One day when thus
occupied he saw three children pass by in the com-
pany of a fair young woman, whose sudden appearance
caused him to flush perceptibly.

* Ah, she is there,' he thought. ' That's a blessed
thing/
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